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procession of figures : first the three matadores in coloured
satin and gold followed by their cuadrillas^ captations^
banderilleros, with the picadores on horseback, and last
of all the chulos to bear away the dead bull All halted
before the president and saluted him. He flung a key
into the arena which the alguacil appointed caught, and
delivered to the torilero^ who ran to a great door and
flung it open, while the rest seemed to be changing their
more gorgeous clothes for others less splendid,
There was a breathless silence, one could hear the
chulos walking towards the barrier over the sand. Then
very quietly in came the bull, looking about him a little
and snuffing suspiciously. An immense roar of applause
greeted him, but he marked it not, only the light con-
fused him, and the gay flaunting colours of the arena, the
threatening spears of the picadores. And it was with
them he had to fight; he seemed to realise it at last, to
resent the gaudiness of their uniforms, their gestures of
contempt, for suddenly he lowered his head and rushed
blindly at the nearest, a little to the left, who dexterously
swung his horse, half dead with fear already, so that he
almost avoided the charge, but the horns for all that
entered the horse's belly just before the stirrup, and
ripped it open. One of the toreros rushed forward,
thrusting his cloak in the bull's face, distracting him
from his enemy, but a frightful and sickening shriek
came to me over the maddening shouts of the people;
and I saw the horse, staggering wildly, its lips drawn
back baring its teeth, plunge, rise, and plunge again, and
at last fall on its knees and roll over. Immediately the
chulos rushed at it, dragged its rider to his feet, and
began to beat and kick it with fury, but it could not
rise. Then there came to me, over the noise of the
shouting that cry like the horrible motif of this spectacle;
it rose above the tumult, and, almost without ceasing,